SOME LETTERS OF
To Daniel Gregory Mason
ALBERGO D'ESPAGNA, VIA CALZAIOLI,
FLORENCE, August i, 1897. DEAR DAN:
When I found in the batch of letters awaiting me here this morning one from you, remorse, long dozing, awoke and gnawed. I have been a monster of taciturnity and greedy possession; I have lain on my gorgeous heap of sensation like Fafnir on the Glittering Hoard, growling from my papier-mach6 throat to all importunate duties and memories, "Lass mich fiihlen! Ich lieg und besitze." As I count over my rosary of Italian days — and nights! — with the little seed pearls and the pearls of price and the green gawdies, a sense of profound pity for everybody else in the world invades my breast, — now at least when the imminent prospect of a return to the key of drab sends over me a sense of moral realities once more. The substance of your letter as well as its tone precipitates this floating compassion about yourself, a reaction of the spiritual chemistry for which you will doubtless thank me as little as I should you in a reversed case. That your arm
does not pick up, that-----'s beard has again been
90to express enthusiasm.
